REMINISCENCES

it happens that my invalid wife is for the time deserted
"by all her children.

41 shall probably be in the city to-morrow and shall
endeavour to pay my respects to you. Meantime I will
beg you, Sir, to keep yourself free from any engagement
on Saturday afternoon next, that you may be my guest
at the Saturday Club; we dine at 2.30 P.M. at the
Parker House, and usually collect some good men.
* With great regard,

1R. W. EMEK.SOK,

* JUSTIN MCCARTHY, Esq.'

I need hardly say that I accepted the invitation with
the greatest delight. I had heard of the Boston Saturday
Club when at home in London, and I knew that it
gathered together at its entertainments all that was "best
and brightest among the men who made Boston a liter-
ary centre. I was actually staying in the Parker House
where the dinner was to take place; and on the morning
of the particular day I had the honour of receiving a
visit from Emerson. He came, in his kindly, friendly
way, to show me some of the literary and artistic insti-
tutions of Boston, which, as a mere stranger, I might
have failed to discover so soon. We went through
picture galleries and sculpture galleries and libraries,
and into old book shops, and we talked of all manner of
subjects by the way. What first struck me and charmed
me in Emerson's conversation was the absence of any of
that sort of air which we are apt to associate with the
professor*of a certain school of thought who always
seems to be discoursing to his disciples. Emerson talked
in the bright easy way of a man of the world, and dis-
coursed of men and tilings as well as of books and
transcendental theories. He had not long before been
visiting Europe; and he had a strong friendship for
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